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"IT! kelp Big Peter/' he declared
Startled, Lieutenant Viktor looked down at the boy.
"What do you mean?"
"Ill pluck out the cobblestones from the street Then Big Peter will be able to dig faster."*
"All right, Peter. But you ve got to ask your own superior And, well, it's not an easy job. You won't have any cover, you know.**
Little Peter grinned from ear to ear, and flew back to the house where his boy scout chief was.
He came back in a flash, his freckled face alight with eagerness.
"I can go, sir," he called. "My mother let me go, too."
Little Peter s mother was the air-raid warden for this block.
Viktor glanced once more toward Karowa Street. It was still quiet there "The lull might keep up for some time,** he thought. "After all, it's no more of a risk than a thousand other things we are doing **
"All right, Little Peter, you may go now,** he said. He made a gesture as if to stroke the boy*s tousled head, but withdrew his hand quickly. One does not pat a soldier 'Don't stay there too long,** he said.
"Just twelve cobblestones, sir. Let me get twelve."
Little Peter crawled from the gate to the center of the street, one house beyond ours, where Big Peter was digging* We saw him nestle there, at the soldier's side, and go to work
ViKtor engaged in an animated discussion with one of his men. Since the shooting had stopped, except for the cannon along the Vistula whose shells whizzed over our heads on their way to the Old City, I could catch scraps of their conversation.
"There is no question about it,** Viktor was saying "It's a new era thatTI begin when this war is over I doubt whether the nations will ever fall out again after